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in honour of the great god of wine. When the banquet
was at an end, musicians clad in Greek costume lulled
the diners to sleep with the following drinking song:
" Fill up, fill up, to the sparkling brim,
The juice of the young Lyaeus;
The grape is the key that we owe to Mm,
From the gaol of the world to free us.
Drink!   Drink 1
What need to shrink,
When the lamps alone can see us ? "l
During the final pianissimo repetition of this chorus,
the lights were extinguished, and the stage revolved in
the darkness. In the nest tableau the sleepers were in
the distant background, the frescoed walls had receded,
and the foreground was occupied by a living replica of
The Fountain of Bacchus.
The sub-title of this scene was The Dream of Gfaucus^
and in it Stefan, as Bacchus, facing the audience, stood
aloft on a rock, which was encircled round the base by
a garland of girls, of whom the most beautiful was
Marie, the central figure. Above his head Bacchus held
a golden loving-cup at which he gazed in adoration.
Boris had selected this attitude so that every detail of
the Greek's lovely body should be visible to the audience,
and had selected the posture of the girls with equal
care. To afford views of these human statues at every
angle the fountain slowly revolved. When it came to a
standstill the girls descended and began to dance, by their
gestures inviting Bacchus to join in their frolic. For a
few moments Stefan thoroughly enjoyed the additional
importance which his figure acquired, as he stood alone
on the rock that formed the body of the fountain.
Then the deity deigned to accede to the solicitations of his
votaries, and during the revel which ensued each girl
appeared to vie with her sisters for the privilege of
embracing the god.
1 The Last Days of Pompeti, by Buhrer Lytton.